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Awakening 


Author's Notes: 
The song, of course, is ‘This Cocaine Makes Me Feel Like I'm On This Song’. 


Time period: Toxicity tour 


John's not sure what time it is when he's woken up by a poke in his side. Its early - far too early for anyone, 
let alone him. He grunts softly, not so much a sound than a pushing of air past his lips. He doesn’t feel 
anything else, so he shifts and tries to force himself back into sleep. But, a couple of seconds later, his arm is 


jabbed twice, in quick succession 


He sighs, mumbles something like go away - he's not sure himself what it is, just a vague exclamation of 


annoyance and dismissal, but it doesn't seem to work. 


Two more pokes, and a whispered ‘John. John!" make him open his eyes and growl low in his throat. From the 
whisper-giggle that he gets in response to this, he knows exactly who is bugging him. Only one person can 
giggle like that at - he drags his arm up to the level of his face and peers blearily at the glowing green digits 


on his wrist - five seventeen am. Jesus! Five-freaking-seventeen. What kind of sane - or, for that matter, 
insane - person is up at five seventeen in the morning? Well, him, if he's out at one of those all-night after- 
show parties (which are becoming less and less frequent for him, and more and more frequent for the others, 


apparently), but still. He did not wake up at this time. Did not Despite current evidence. 


"John. John, wake up!" The last word punctuated by an extra-sharp jab, so John winces and hauls himself over 


so he's facing - yes, he was right - the far-too-awake, bouncing, hyperactive face of Daron-bloody-Malakian 


"What is it, Daron?" he groans, and the man grins, goddammit, and laughs, a soft, breathy sound that seems 


oddly loud in the quiet of the hotel room. 


John glances quickly at the wall behind Daron, the one he knows Shavo and Serj are behind, because Shavo 
sleeps very, very lightly and a woken-up Shavo is nota happy Shavo. But just at the moment there's no fist 
pounding on the other side of the wall, no growled ‘shut the fuck upl', so he looks back at Daron, who is 
bouncing far too happily for his liking. 


There's a pain behind John's eyes and he rubs them, technicolour kaleidoscope fading to reveal Daron, again, 
the too-large whites of his eyes stark against the darkness of his hair, of the room, of everything, actually, 
the flat blackness of the night highlighted, painted different shades by the low light of the streetlamp outside 
the window. He'd forgotten to close the curtain that night - he'd been so exhausted from the show, his arms 
aching from slaughtering his drums for two hours, that he'd just collapsed into bed without even properly 
undressing. 


It's telling of how unfair life is that they could play a two hour show in front of several hundred people - and 
they'd played in front of tens of thousands! - and still have to share rooms afterwards. 


An even greater testament to just how much God seems to hate him is that he lost the coin toss. He and 
Shavo long ago agreed to never, ever share a room because John snores (he doesn't want to, and he's tried 
seemingly every remedy known to man, but he just can't stop), and Shavo will not sleep in the same room as a 


snorer. 


So, thanks to the coin toss, he gets Daron, and Shavo "only" has to put up with Serj, which actually makes him 
feel a little better. Just a little. 
A car flashes past, headlights throwing dancing shadows into the room, and Daron looks momentarily demonic, 


head cocked to one side. In that instant, John thinks that horns would look strangely fitting. 


He also realises, quite suddenly, just how obscenely /ong Daron's eyelashes are. He's not entirely sure why it 
hits him, right at that moment, but Daron suddenly seems a lot more feminine. The light from outside is 
casting shadows over his face, eyelashes - long, long eyelashes - seeming even more obvious as the shadows 


lengthen them further, feathered bars of darkness slanting down over high cheekbones. 


It's then that John realises that he's staring, but Daron appears not to have noticed, too intent on being as 
hyper as he physically can 


"JohnJohnWohn/ooklooklook!" he babbles, shoving a crumpled sheet of paper at him. John heaves himself up on 
one elbow, takes it in one hand, fumbles above his head, winces as harsh brightness floods the room, sending 


coloured dots dancing in his field of vision again. 


He squints at the paper and realises that its another one of Daron’s song sheets - he makes out words, 
phrases in the jumble of bad handwriting, doodles and guitar tabs. Phrases like ‘ghonorrea gorgonzola’ and ‘ 
hope your stepson doesn't eat the fish' make him raise a mental eyebrow, but he concentrates on one part, 
one long line of tab that has him drumming his fingers on the sheet beneath him, tapping out a steady 
rhythm, because he can hear it in his head, and it sounds good 


"So, whaddya think?" Daron asks, drawing out the ‘so’ and the ‘think’, so that the sentence ends up taking double 
the time it should have. 


"| like it. Sigood, especially," John points to the line of tab, "this bit. The rhythm’s great..DUM duh duh 


doodoodoodoodoodoodoodoo doo doo..yeah.." he trails off, realising he sounds rather stupid. 


Daron just grins again and nods. "Yeah, | like that too. And here,” he says, indicating another line - and their 
heads are bend together now, over the paper, foreheads almost touching - "DUM DUM..duh duh DUM DUM..." 
and they go on talking like that for a while - John's not sure how long, and he doesn't care much, because he 
doesn't often get the chance to actually falk to Daron about lyrics, about music. That's usually Serj's job, and 
even he's been doing it less, now that they're on the road, where there's little time for anything but eat- 


sleep-play. But, for now, he can put forward an opinion, and know that it matters, which is enough. 


He's not sure when he first notices the brushing of their hands as they both point to different spots on the 
page. It's been going on for some time but John has only just realised it, and suddenly each touch, accidental as 
they may be, seems incredibly obvious, somehow, and he's terribly aware of them; every time skin brushes 


against skin he winces internally, afraid, almost, that Daron might call him out on it. 


He's not sure quite when the looks start. Daron will glance at him, just for a second, when he thinks he's not 
looking - too busy looking over the lyrics, or just pre-occupied. And John finds himself doing the same. 


And then, suddenly, their eyes meet. And John's very sure about when that happens, because it's followed 
very shortly by him being pinned down to the bed and kissed thoroughly. 


And then Daron's kissing his neck, his collarbone, his chest, sweatpants being dragged off and tossed carelessly 
across the room, and he's helpless, now, trapped, caught up in the whirlwind that is Daron Malakian, and it's all 


so intense, so goddamn good and oh God 


And he's biting his lip against the moans, some tiny part of his mind staying rational, knowing that if Shavo 
hears this, there will be hell to pay. 


And he's not resisting, although he knows he should, really, because he's not gay! He doesn't like guys, of 


course he doesn't, but Daron..Daron's an exception to every rule, and that includes this one, especially since he 
looks so much like a girl anyway. 


And who could care about rules when that mane of dark curls is there and doing (oh fuck) that? 
And suddenly Daron's in him, and it feels like his every nerve ending, every last fibre of his being is sensing 
him, wanting him, because he is everywhere, everything, and all John's senses are fixated on him and it's too 
much, too much, and all too soon its over and he comes down from his cloud slowly, grudgingly. 


But he can feel the warm weight around his waist and the smile on Daron’s lips pressed against his chest.. 


Maybe he can concede that there are better things in life than sleeping. 


